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During these troubles, in the crowd was hid                    95

One that Apollo soon miss'd, little Cid;
And having spi'd him calTd him out of the throng,
And advis'd him in his ear not to write so strong.

Then Murray was summon'd, but 'twas urg'd that he
Was chief already of another company.                         100

Hales set by himself most gravely did smile
To see them about nothing keep such a coil;
Apollo had spi'd him, but knowing his mind
Pass'd by; and calTd Falkland that sate just behind.

But 105

He was of late so gone with divinity,
That he had almost forgot his poetry;
Though to say the truth (and Apollo did know it)
He might have been both his priest and his poet.

At length who but an Alderman did appear,                  no

At which Will D'Avenant began to swear;
But wiser Apollo bade him draw nigher,
And when he was mounted a little higher,

He openly declar'd that it was the best sign

Of good store of wit to have good store of coin;            115

And without a syllable more or less said,

He put the laurel on the Alderman's head.

At this all the wits were in such a maze

That for a good while they did nothing but gaze

One upon another: not a man in the place                    120

But had discontent writ in great in his face.

Only the small poets clear5d up again,

Out of hope, as 'twas thought, of borrowing;

But sure they were out, for he forfeits his crown,

When he lends any poets about the town.                     125

LOVE'S WORLD

IN each man's heart that doth begin
To love, there 's ever fram'd within
A little world, for so I found,
When first my passion reason drown'd.